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Kirk peered through the windows of the van-turned-camper with some trepidation. "What the hell am | getting 
myself into?" he muttered softly as James guided the van and the trailer carrying the motorcycle and the 
tent poles down the rutted dirt road. 


Easing his foot off the gas pedal, James reached over and picked up his boyfriend's hand, lifting it to his lips 
and kissing it, then holding it to his cheek for a moment before he needed to take his hand back to wrestle the 
steering wheel. The old van was built more sturdily than newer vehicles, but also pre-dated power steering. 


"You're gonna enjoy a unique new experience with me, and | promise you'll love it” 
"It is beautiful out here," Kirk admitted. "I just.. holy shit, is that a moose?" 


James glanced over and grinned. "Nah, its an elk. Moose have big flat antlers with spikes coming off the flat 
part.. umm, think mutant sporks on their heads. Elk have big spiky tree-branch looking antlers, and white ass- 


ends." He gestured to where the elk had turned around to nibble something, revealing the near-circular white 


marking covering the majority of the animal's rump. "We probably won't see any moose around here, there 


aren't very many in Yellowstone, from what I've been told" 


Kirk looked at the elk again and couldn't help but grin as well. "And what other big beasties might scare the 


shit out of me out here?" 


"Bison are fucking huge, but they'll generally ignore you as long as you don't get too close," James said. "We 
might see, and we'll almost certainly hear, coyotes. The only really scary critters out here are the bears, but 
as long as we keep the food locked up in the cooler in the van when we're not actively cooking, they shouldn't 
come anywhere near us." He pulled into a marked campsite area and smiled at the ranger walking up to the 


van. "Reservations under Hetfield,” he said, giving the man a smile. "Need my confirmation number?" 


"Yes, please," the ranger said. James pulled a paper from his back pocket and recited the number, at which the 
ranger nodded. "You're in site 14," he said. "Take the right fork and all the way to the end, you'll see the 
number on a sign out front. There won't be room to turn around, so you'll either need to back up with your 
trailer or else unhitch and bring it in by hand" 


"No problem," James said with a smile. He pulled down the road slowly and went slightly past the sign for site 
14, then backed in carefully. 


Kirk grinned. "You're so good at that. | hate trying to fucking drive with a trailer, forget backing up with one." 


He hopped out of the van and looked around. "So where exactly are we?" he asked. 
"This section is right up on the Wyoming-Montana border," James said as he also got out of the van. "It's 


probably the least popular camping spot, because it's pretty far from the geothermal features that all the 


tourists come here to see." 


"Oh, people like me?" Kirk teased. "You know | agreed to Yellowstone just so | could finally say I'd seen Old 
Faithful.” 


James laughed and pulled his boyfriend in for a kiss. "There is so much here | wanna show you, so many things 


you haven't seen. You're gonna fucking love it" 


Kirk returned that kiss with interest. "Hell yeah, because you're showing it to me. And because you brought 
the bike for getting around the park. You know how much | love riding bitch behind you." 


"As much as I'd love to keep this up, we really gotta finish setting up camp before dark," James said, tucking a 
stray curl behind Kirk's ear. "And cook dinner." 


"Just tell me what to do," Kirk said. 


The two worked together to set up a screen tent that fitted against the door side of the van, and then 


dragged the site's picnic table and benches inside it. James set up a two-burner propane stove on one end of 


the table, then made sure they could get to both coolers easily - one for their food, the other for beer and 


soda. 


James grinned at his boyfriend. "So, you wanna do the macho thing and burn meat over an actual campfire 


tonight, or make a pot of glop on the stove?" 
"Glop?" Kirk asked, laughing. "What the fuck is glop?" 


"Jeez, | don't remember where | learned to make it, but it's a quick and dirty meal thats good when you're 
camping.. well, when you're base camping, like we are here," James explained. "Brown up some ground beef, then 
dump in a couple of cans of condensed corn chowder and stir until it's all hot. Looks like something a cat puked 


up, but it's really tasty.’ 


Kirk considered. "Well, if we're gonna be riding all over the place tomorrow seeing the sights, we'll probably 


want the quick meal tomorrow. We're gonna stay here until morning, right?" 
"Yeah," James said. 


"Let's go do the macho thing and burn meat over a fire, then," Kirk said "You can even be super macho and 


teach me how to light up something that isn't a Weber grill." 


James smiled and wrapped his arms around Kirk, nuzzling his ear. "You're such a city boy, but I'll teach you to 


lay a fire," he teased softly. "I'm glad you came out here with me." 


"You keep that up, the fire might not be the first thing laid around here," Kirk teased in return. "I'm glad | 


came out here with you. You just better be right about the bears leaving us alone." 


‘lm right," James said, laughing. "Come on, lets get the fire going so we can cook before dark. And tie your 
hair back for safety." He stole one more kiss and followed his own advice, pulling his hair into a ponytail at the 


back of his neck. 


Kirk's hair wasn't quite so easily confined, but he managed, then watched as James showed him how to set up 
a campfire in their site's firepit that would burn down evenly for cooking. "What is for dinner anyway?" he 


asked as the fire crackled away merrily. 


"I thought we could make chicken kebabs," James said. "The chicken's already sitting in a honey ginger marinade, 


but we need to chop up the veggies to go with." 
"Gonna teach me to cook outdoors, too?" Kirk grinned. "Lets go for it" 
"Come on and help me get everything out, then" Walking back to the screen tent and the van's open side door, 


James pulled out a couple of plastic storage containers from the food cooler, a large one with chunks of 


chicken in the marinade, and a smaller one with more marinade. He handed them to Kirk and then pulled out a 


zucchini, a red pepper, and a green pepper. Closing the cooler and making sure it was latched properly, he then 
grabbed a can of pineapple chunks, and a large onion. "We'll do the prep work in the screen tent, on the table, 
then go cook the kebabs as soon as the fire dies down properly," James said. 


Kirk looked at the veggies. "| assume these need cutting up?" 


"Yeah, into decent sized chunks so they don't burn before the chicken cooks," James said, ducking back into the 
van for a pair of knives and two thin plastic cutting boards. 


Pleased at having a task he actually knew how to manage, Kirk made quick work of chopping up his share of 
the veggies. "Where'd you hide the skewers?" he asked. 


"They're in the food cooler," James answered, blinking through the onion-induced tears. “They're in water in a 


plastic container." 


"Soaking so they don't burn," Kirk nodded, pausing as he passed behind James to kiss the back of his neck. "I 
remember you telling me that before." 


James purred. "Good to know my lessons don't bore you to sleep.” 


Kirk laughed as he rummaged in the cooler and located the skewers. "If there's one thing you're not, it's 


boring." He returned to the table and started threading chunks of food onto the skewers. 

Once they had all the food prepped and the table cleaned up, with any trash carried across the road to the 
bear-proof garbage container, they carried the kebabs out to the firepit and carefully laid them on the grate 
over the bed of glowing embers. Kirk ducked back into the van for his camera, taking pictures of the 
mountains, the creek, and James turning the kebabs over the fire. 


James looked up with a blush. "What's that for?" 


‘I'm supposed to take pictures of all the beautiful sights around here, aren't |?" Kirk asked innocently. "Well, l'm 
doing just that." 


"Kirrrrk," James whined, his face turning darker red. 

"Well, you're fucking gorgeous, what do you want from me?" Kirk asked. 

"If dinner wasn't almost ready, I'd show you exactly what | want from you," James said with a gleam in his eye. 
Kirk laughed. "I'm sure you'll find time to show me after dinner, yeah?" 


"Oh, hell yeah!" James agreed. He pulled the kebabs off the fire, then froze. "Hey, Kirk, get your camera ready 


and turn around real slow. We got a nosy visitor.. nothing dangerous, but you'll get a fucking amazing picture if 


we don't scare it," he said in a low voice. 


Kirk lifted his camera and turned around slowly, finding himself not more than I0 feet or so from a large 
critter with big, curled horns on its head. The beastie simply stared at him as the camera clicked and whirred, 
so he took a couple of steps back and then to the side to try to get a profile view of the animal. He snapped a 
couple more pictures before the thing decided it had enough and strode off again. Kirk just shook his head. 
"What was that, anyway?" he asked. 


"Bighorn sheep," James said. "They're not real common around here, and 99 times out of 100, you'll only see 
them from a distance. Damned if | know what that bad boy was doing here, but wow!" 


"Wow indeed," Kirk agreed. 


The two didn't bother going back into the screen tent to eat, simply settling on the ground by the fire, close 
enough for their shoulders and legs to touch. James finished his food first and wrapped an arm around Kirk, 
lightly rubbing the back of his neck and grinning at the soft purr that resulted. Kirk swallowed the last of his 
meal and leaned back to kiss his boyfriend softly. James pulled the smaller man into his lap with a smile. "So, 
what do you think of camping so far?" he asked softly. 


Kirk curled his arm around his boyfriend, toying with his blond ponytail. "| admit I'm a little weirded out that we 
haven't even seen another person since the ranger who checked us in," he said. "On the other hand, it's 
beautiful out here, and so quiet. It's a lot nicer than being in a city where we always have to worry about 


being recognized. I'm glad you talked me into this." 


James chuckled warmly. "Well, the isolation is part of why | reserved on this particular campground, like | said 
before, this is the one that most people don't like as much. But also, this is probably the darkest of the 


campgrounds even if it was full, as there's only lb sites and they're fairly spread out." 


Kirk grinned. "Ah, the darkest spot, to appeal to the horror lover in me? Somewhere that Jason Voorhees 
might turn up? You know you'll die first if he does, Goldilocks.” 


"| might be blond, but | lack the big tits," James countered with a laugh. "Nah, its almost the middle of August, 
which means it's time for one hell of a sky show. The less light on the ground, the better to see the shooting 
stars. It's time for the Perseids meteor shower to peak" 


"Don't we have to worry about wildlife at night?" Kirk asked. 


"That's why | insisted on driving that beast of a camper conversion out here, instead of the Jeep pulling the 
pop-up camper," James said. "When | did the camper build, | added a deck on the roof so a couple of people can 
lounge up there without damaging the vehicle. Hell, | even put up safety rails so we could sleep up there if we 
wanted to, no worries about falling off. Just bring up the big air mattress and the pump to inflate it, then 
bring up the sleeping bags." He grinned and added, "And the really good thing about this area is, there's not 
much in the way of mosqitoes or other annoyances. A little bug spray and we'll be fine. But | understand if 


you'd rather sleep inside the camper, since you haven't camped before. We can just go out to watch the sky 


for a bit and then go back to bed." 


Kirk looked a little nervous, but shrugged. "I'm willing to give sleeping up top a try," he decided, "as long as you 
promise not to tease me to death if | change my mind halfway through the night." 


"Never, babe," James said softly. "It's almost sunset, so let's get the air mattress topside while we can still 


see." He nudged Kirk to his knees and rolled to his own feet, then gave the smaller man a hand up. 


Working together, they got the air mattress up the ladder. James lifted and locked the safety rails into place 
before they spread the mattress out and hooked up the hose from the air pump to its valve. James 
scrambled back down the ladder to plug the air pump into the van's cigarette lighter and turned the vehicle on 
long enough to inflate the mattress. Kirk called down to him when it was finished, and unhooked it and closed 


the valve while James shut down the van again. 


Kirk climbed down a little awkwardly with the air pump and then back up with one of the sleeping bags, followed 
by James with the other. After arranging the bedding, they sat with their arms around each other, watching 
the reds, pinks, and lavenders of the setting sun stream across the sky. As the colors faded and the stars 


emerged, Kirk's eyes grew huge. 
"Whoa. | don't think | ever in my life saw the sky look like this," he breathed. 


James smiled and snuggled closer. "Almost as beautiful as you, babe," he murmured. "We might catch a 
meteor or two this early, but the good show doesn't usually start until around | am. Wanna catch a nap or 


whatever? | got my watch alarm set to wake us for the show." 


Kirk smiled and nuzzled his boyfriend's ear. "How about some of that ‘or whatever’ before we catch a nap?" he 


suggested. 


James considered this a wonderful idea, and divested the smaller man of his clothes, while Kirk did the same 
for him. It was some time before they fell asleep with sated smiles on their faces, although James had the 
nagging feeling that he was going to find at least one article of clothing caught on one of the screen tent's 


support poles in the morning. 


James woke up to the beeping of his watch and glanced up at the sky. Seeing two meteors in about 30 
seconds, he nudged Kirk awake. "Hey, babe," he whispered. "Ready to see some shooting stars?" 


"Mmph?" Kirk blinked sleepily. "Wha?" 


"The meteor shower is showing up great right now," James said, smiling and brushing Kirk's curls back from 


his face. "Just watch the sky, babe." 


Kirk flopped back, looking up and letting out an involuntary, "Oooh!" when a bright streak flashed across his 


view, with two more happening almost immediately afterward. 
"Gonna make a wish on that falling star?" James teased softly. 
"Nope, don't need to," Kirk said just as softly. "I already got you, love, so | got nothing left to wish for.” 


"Dammit, Hammett, you keep saying you suck at being romantic, and then you pop out with lines like that," 
James grumbled, but in the starlight, Kirk could see the pleased smile on his face. 


"Maybe | can come up with a line now and again, but you're the big romantic here, Hetfield," Kirk said with a 


smile of his own. "What's more romantic than making love under the stars?" 
James leaned over and kissed him softly. "| probably don't say it often enough, but | do love you, Kirk" 
Kirk returned that kiss and ran gentle fingers through his boyfriend's blond hair. "I love you too, James.” 


They lay back, snuggled together and watching the meteors shooting in all directions until they both dozed off 


once more. 


When they woke in the morning, Kirk laughed and James blushed to see Kirk's briefs hanging from a tent pole. 
"Good thing we don't have close neighbors here," Kirk quipped, nonchalantly descending the ladder buck naked to 


retrieve his underwear before retreating into the camper to dress. 


James just shook his head and followed, pausing to light the propane stove and put on coffee. It was ready by 
the time he was dressed, and he discovered that Kirk had not only fixed him a cup, he'd opened the box of 


donuts. "Thanks, babe," James said, giving Kirk a kiss in exchange for the cup of coffee. 
“Anytime, love," Kirk said with a smile. "Where are you taking me today?" 


"Well, | promised you'd get to see Old Faithful, so there for sure. Probably Mammoth Springs, because that's 
fucking impressive, looks like something out of a scifi movie," James said. "We can check at the information 
booth near Old Faithful as to when the likely windows for other geyser eruptions are, see which ones we can 


get to, as well as checking out the hot springs and mudpots and stuff." 

"Sounds great,” Kirk said with a smile. 

After polishing off half the donuts, they made sure the food was all packed up and inside the camper, then 
unloaded the small motorcycle from the trailer. Helmets on and Kirk's camera in the cargo box, they mounted 


up and headed down the road to the more populous areas of the park. 


James nearly laughed at Kirk's expression when he saw Mammoth Springs; the smaller man couldn't get his 


camera out quickly enough. He snapped picture after picture, his enthusiasm catching the attention of another 


couple, who asked him to take their picture in front of the springs. He did, then asked them to take a picture 
of himself and James. A bit later on, James did laugh at Kirk bouncing as excitedly as the kids in the audience 
as they waited for Old Faithful to spout. He also had to admit that he enjoyed Kirk pressing close against him 
on the bike when they encountered a herd of bison on the road as they headed to Great Fountain geyser. The 
smallest of the beasts easily outweighed the two of them plus the bike combined. Fortunately, the bison were 
accustomed to traffic and generally ignored vehicles as they meandered along the road, and while the herd did 
delay them in reaching Great Fountain, they were in time to see what they agreed was the most spectacular 


geyser display of the day. 


When they returned to camp not long before sunset, they loaded the bike back onto the trailer, then Kirk 
made sure it was tied down properly while James browned the ground beef on the camp stove before adding 
the canned soup to make the meal he called glop. Kirk had to agree that his boyfriend's description was perfect 
- it tasted delicious, but you really didn't want to look at it. As they finished their meal in the glow of the 
setting sun, they heard several yips, then a cacophony of high-pitched howls in a call-and-answer from two 
different directions. 


Kirk moved a little closer to James, looking nervous. "What's that?" he asked, trying not to sound terrified. 
"Coyotes," James said, putting his arm around Kirk. "You wanna sleep inside tonight?" 

"You don't mind?" Kirk asked. 

James smiled softly. "Not at all" His smile widened into a grin as he added, "Besides, if we're inside, there's no 
chance your underwear will end up halfway across camp in my enthusiasm this time." He counted his comment 
as a success when Kirk relaxed, laughed, and wrapped his arms around him. 

Later that night, with the coyotes still howling outside and the musky scent of their lovemaking hanging in the 
air as he lay spooned around Kirk, James reached over for the pen and scrap paper he kept on the shelf by 
the bed. 

"What's up?" Kirk asked softly. 

"Eh, this probably sounds dumb, but between you in my arms and the chorus outside, some lyrics popped into 
my head," James said. "| just wanted to write them down before | forgot 'em" He scrawled something on the 


paper and set it back on the shelf. "Gonna be hitting the studio soon, after all. 


Kirk chuckled and kissed him. "Show me in the morning, I'll see if | can't come up with a good riff for them," he 


said, snuggling back comfortably against the larger man. "Love you, James." 
‘Love you too, Kirk" 


In the morning, they packed up and loaded the camper, then James showed Kirk the lyrics he'd scribbled out 
the previous night. Kirk pulled out the acoustic guitar neither of them had bothered playing while at 


Yellowstone and tried out a couple of riffs he thought might work. By the time they arrived back in San 
Fransisco, they had a nearly completed song for Lars to put the finishing touches on, which they called Of Wolf 
And Man. 


